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The Hittorie of 

prince. Come hither Francis, 

Frauds. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to fem&Jrandsl 
Francis. Forloothfiue yeares,andas much as to 
Foines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearesjberlady along leafe forthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis , dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a faire paireof 
heeles, and runne from it? 

f- rands. O Lord fir, lie be fworne vpon all the bookes in 
England 1 could find in my heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis * Anone fir. 

\ prince * How old art thou Francis 
Francis . Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I 
Pomes * Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.my 
« Prince . Nay but harke you Francis , for the 
gaueft' me.t’was but a penny worth,waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had be p ne 
Prince. I will giue thee tor it a thoufand p 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

Pomes. Francis * Francis* Anon,anone. 

Prince. Anon prancisiNo Francis , but to morrow Francis . 
or Francis , on thurieday or indeed Francis , when thou wilt s. 
But Francis* 

Francis* My Lord. . 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leathernclerkin.-Chriltall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke flocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch? 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyoumeane? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelie 
4rmke : for looke you Francis, y out Whitecanuaile doublet 
will fuiley ♦ In Barb Ary fir, it cannot come to fo muc 
Francis. What fir; Wittes. Fr**** 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them cai t. 
«r Heer e they . bet h call him, the Drawer fiands amazed, not 
knowmgvshich waytogoe. ■ Enter Vintner* 
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Henry the Fourth* 

Vint* What,Sandft thou ftill, and hcareft fuch a calling ? 
Jooketo theGheftes within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halte 
a dozen more, at e at the dore,(hall 1 let them in ? 

Prin. Let them alone awhile.Si then open the dore:P eines. 

Poines. Anone, anone fir. Enter Poines. 

'Prin. Sirra ,Faifiaffe and the reft of the Theeue*,are at the 
doore,ihall we be merry? 

poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad .• but harke yee, what, 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer 
come, what’s the ilfue? 

Prin* I am now of al humors,that haue fliewed themfelues 
humors, (incethe old daies of good man Adam, to the pupill 
ageofthis prefent Twelueacloke at midnight. What’s a 
cXocke Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

prin* That euer this fellow fiiould haue fewer words then 
aParret,&yetthefon ofaVVoman.His induftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.I 
am not yet of P creeps mind, the Hotjpur of the North, he that 
Jcils me fome 6 oty* dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, walhes his 
hands, and fay es to his wife, Fievponthisquietlife, 2 want 
worke.O my fweot Harry fayes ftie! how many haft thou kild 
to dayiGiue my Roan horfe a drench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle.Ipretheecalin 
Fa/fiajfe, lie play Percy , and that damnde Browne {hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. Riue, faies the drunkard:call in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falfiaffe* 

Poines. Welcome Iack& where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen: giue mcacupoffackboy. B’relleadrhi* 
life long He fow neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
too.A plagueof allcowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertue extant? 

Pnn. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kilTe a dilh ofbutter,pitti- 
full hearted Titantb&x. melted at the fweet tale of the bun ? if 
thou didft, tHea behold that compound. 

B l. Falfi. 
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